
COBALT AND THE ARTISTS 


Conventional Modernism 
Famous Painting 


lick man Takes Issues with the 
He Sees in Yvonne McKague's 


pr **•*©*» even 

w»» what »« m»nvS« 4 > which |* 
McKi^ut ha* sought to rtmmvt *** 

We can *ra»p. •• 1 say sfeov* * 
so much at erne 1 <kA j. 

quibble cm tine frtmnd w*fc the 
croups of mine Wdmc* and the 4o*2f 
more or lea*, of what are * ^ 7* 
stylized representation* of mm* iy 
which j»faaw the horizon sky JTJ* 
picture I could quibble, u>®. 
wisdom of reducing theae nut* 
ings and these dump* to wh*» 
parently considered, by ICiaa M f y. 
to be their simplest outluaaa. PoJS? 
someone will come along tom* 4 ^T> 
print a rock dump that look* fck* * 
rock dump; to date, a* far as ] 
no one haa given us anythin* ^ 
catches the conical triangles «* 
dumps that pile themselves auou- ^ 
through Cobalt- And l win pass. 
out much further quibbling. <***,. _ 
what are apparently three shaft 
Why then should stand like so many factory 

side by side, m what is ev/1 ers'. 
application of a method (Gerw^^ 

I believe> of symbdi^ng 
overwhelming powers of nds»»K a |^ 
by repetition of its motif a Kor, 
will I quibble that our famous w G v£L 
ztT^h by which we scale the rs^x, 
perpendicular of our seventy odd kdd 
should be painted with balktstrade 
ports on every step, when one «png£, 
at the bottom and one at the top v 
the shorter flights, or one adit*** 
support in the middle of the long*- 
flights, are all the supports that 
hand-rail actually hat. 


In ii» productive hey~tlay Cobalt drew the prospectors engineers 
pro no Hors of the tat rid. Today it attracts the artists of Canode 
rther countries. (If necessity. Cobalt "just growed , like Topsy 
her feet often are set somewhat crosily on rock cliffs and her 
of hilts. Hut her homes . outside , have a character all their 
inside , they may be as well appointed as the finest city home, 
y stent Cobalt is unique among \orth American communities, 
tdlowing letter is the criticism of Edumrd Buckman of Cobalt 
Ung the painting of > t onne McKague which nou hangs in the 
al Callers' at Ottawa , and was reproduced in the Christmas 
»f "COUP” We hope to present Miss McKague's reply to 
it ids m in an early issue. 


I want it understood that 1 m not 
objecting to innovations in art, but to 
their misapplication. Cobalt's lines, a* 

I have tried to suggest in my descrip¬ 
tive paragraph, are long and gradual, 
except in two or three cases, and » 
none of these do the houses themselves 
rise individually high. Miss McKague. 
however, had accentuated the height of 
many of the buildings in her picture. 

Why? Exaggeration of line is most ef- no 
fective when rationally employed. If 
a modern city were being painted, cer¬ 
tainly the height of its sky-scrapers 
would not be diminished in the pictur- 
ization; if it were, the whole impression 
of a city would be lost. "" . 
should the height of the buildings in nies, 
Miss McKague’s painting be increased an 
and their width diminished? Lowness origin, 
and squatness of all the houses in the 
town is essentially Cobaltesque archi¬ 
tecture; and the squat impression is in¬ 
tensified by the forest of aerial poles steps, 


Our dilapidation, perhaps, has caused 
it to be noised abroad that Cobalt is 
the town to paint; artists have been 
among us; and we are being flung, upon 
canvas, in all four directions. Undoubt¬ 
edly Cobalt is a town to paint, being 
different from any other Canadian 
town, with colour and contour of its 
own to catch the artist’s eye. But its 
colours and its contours (built not 
merely upon seven hills, but closer to 
seventy) are decidedly its own, and 
Paris spats won’t button over its hob¬ 
nail boots any more than a German 
cravat drapes satisfactorily about the 


The Editor, 

“GOLD," Magazine of the North. 

"The Best Old Town I Know” ar¬ 
ticle and reproduction of the Yvonne 
McKague painting in your Christmas 
number were arresting, but certainly 
Mis* McKague’* representation of Co¬ 
balt should not go unchallenged. It mis¬ 
represent* us and we in Cobalt don't 
like it. In a few fragmentary paragraphs 
of impressions of the picture and im¬ 
pressions (of long standing) of Cobalt 
itself, I think I can tell why we don’t 
like it 


The variegated shacks strung straight 
long lines over the rolling snow-cov¬ 
ered hills, and the zero morning’s sun¬ 
light struck off, with the sharpness of 
s die, every angle and emphasized the 
abruptness of the white smoke pencils 
rising against the steeliness of the blue- 
white sky. I had paused to look back, 
as 1 invariably do each morning on my 
way to work, upon Cobalt’s northern 
Lang Street end; and it was not the 
twenty-below temperature that made 
me catch my breath—sentiment did it, 
but northern and realistic sentiment. 
And as I walked home that evening, 
crossing the frozen waters of semi- 
drained Cobalt Lake, I looked (again 
with pleasant and realistic sentiment) 
at the long flat-topped string of Lang 
Street’s stores that drew a vivid show- 
window line of light downward toward 
that point where, before the brick cor¬ 
ner of the new Moore’s drug store, on 
the “Square” of Halycon memories, 
Cobalt's streets suddenly take their 
right-angle notion and shoot upward 
until the climbing tiers of houses seem 
to form a pedestal for the gray bulk 
of the Masonic Hall; and as I looked, 
the sunset glow threw the whole into 
transparent silhouette, while the smoke 
from many chimneys silently ascended 
into the northern twilight. 


I have not sought to quibble over 
petty details in Miss McKague’s picture 
of Cobalt, nor would doing so be true 
Cobalt spirit. Cobalt is a potential, a 
willing, nay, almost an inexhaustic t 
source for subjects to meet any artist s 
desire, but these subjects are irrevocab¬ 
ly Cobalt and certainly have enough in¬ 
dividuality and character to so imprest 
themselves on any artist so that thr> 
take an individual style of their own 
when he once commence* to portra. 
them. This is my plea, that Cobalt be 
studied before rashly set down m con¬ 
ventional modernism. Perhaps I have 
sprung conclusions that wiser critics 
would not utter, but I cannot—and J 
the Cobalt populace is given heed to. 
they cannot either—keep still while ' the 
best old town” is worsted in art 

—EDWARD BUCKMAN. 
Cobalt, Ont., January 5 . 1934 . 


open neck of its flannel shirt! 

Jt sprawls above the By this I mean that an artist using 
d underground work- modern European technique to depict 
eneath it, it still has the Canadian scene is not only likely 
The Nipissing Mill , to fail in producing his effect but is 
,’es\ sober moments likely to do the country gross injustice. 
I “ the castle of Co- Varied as are Canadian scenes, all are 
i< r nates the scene, definitely Canadian, and they should be 
summer evening to portrayed in the moulds which they 
but its passing was themselves suggest, 
tot The houses may To come from the foregoing gen- 
-* but the town of erahaation to the specific case in hand— 
V :• v;h of an en- Miss McKague’s representation of Co- 
vs there, as robust bait published recently in “GOLD,” to- 
jaota of local sup- gether with sundry praise, which latter 
e«» each year, and l gather, has been general in Toronto 
' {rom midst where the picture has been exhibited 
4 gre.i? mines. ' the In Cobalt murmurs of dissent were 
'peaks to us is heard from returning citixens who had 
* rwH the painting, which dissent I put 


that shoot high above the homes and 
also by the occasional spike of a shaft 
house that still remains among us. 


ore than 7,000,000 
Miles on Northern 
Airways 

(Bear Lake Miner, Edmonton) 

As an illustration of the tremended 
growth of air transportation m Canada 
the following figures submitted by 
Canadian Airways Ltd- art mterer 
ouier portions, then, by progression m *‘ 
we comprehend the many parts in This Company reports that m 1181 
quick succession and see the thing as the mileage flown by its r Unes was 
a whole. Miss McKague's picture ap- 1 , 165 , 434 . with 12 744 ftyuw lags M 
parently has no such centre. We look transported 2,&3<U&2 Mnadi o i tmd 
upon it and our impression is unorgan- express an d freight, oiiarnsi tgga 
i/ed; and the disorganization oi design passengers (revenue volt) irwi 
m tbr turns .mv continuous iro- tal of 1,094 600 -mite*^8 a■ 
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f HE BEST 
JdTOWN 

KNOW" 


by Yvonne' McKague 

pl int,0S tht H«tion«l Art G-llrry 

__ 

Teh of old my friend of 
■a i P*u,art stood on a waste 
- 1** u H foverlooked Cobalt and 

1 Cer the old town. 

of Canada'* ne- 




_new, 

huddle of 


^ * a s w, .„_ «on. tms nuuaie oi 

r***?Saw and *** {ts \ oi 

surface and under- 
coug^ °" n d so that men might 
*5* Llo* « r 7 wa y, drill away the 

>3 5y. Silver that once 
S*j£oti s 5 base sills—one of the 
the « of the argent metal 
i dep oSlt * has ever stumbled since 
:>U<h Away to the left the 

ftP'-'noP beg ? nid Nipissing, burned out, 
of 5 erly after produemg 
jj? noW H nSuions and millions. There 

2 E> a 

plagas • ^muies. 

l Jo! l Te ■ we knew or had heard 
Wb* 1 and despairs that had 

wfiin* n modern Galconda! A few 

fr^JS running full blast each mine with’VTornl?'? Wcre thirty 
0lOfC 4 intelligence and with the spirit of adventurers P in tH°* Tf n °* rare 
afld “Lrsity Canadians ever attended”. No other , tl ? c,r r , bloo d—"the 

^test lowest, its people all contributed someth^? Cob * lt; from 

into the crucible that produced a thing calhS t , f m , ** bett er 

^,oi venture and “tion-buildin, that pU^ tht^rSth^ 

. rr ,st sky and the rain made the physical ,ia. , 

The ° /ontemplated. such a scene, like a Dante. th e snir?/i S*” "Viable, 
that moved along somewhere between Heaven and^Hell, 7 a, aif 


t Heart cast his commanding arm over the scene 

tf«3s k sur k ‘ d -“ poiltd - •*«« «hi 


•cn. oui ' 

. r^ople left in then shacks. . . 

WE*! softer‘look? ** Chan " r of “ doom, and 

v.t from evil cometh good”, he said. ‘‘It was not all vt++a ■. 

„J£ and from this ugly gutted mining camp there mu* tom, /sn.nt^f 
” d s North of which we have only dreamed. spmt of 

A dirine accountant truly could have cast a strange account lor Cobalt 
fw here « «* drat hundreds of men were put to the test "Can you sUnd 

>c3t neb*” 

Of meanness, how much? Of great kindness, how much more? Of 
^ ||Tr jome. but of triumph, a far greater measure. 

For here met together men from every corner of the continent, and of 
were born fnendships. and out of this camp have come the rough eentilitv 
Stke crude strong code of mining men that will last as long as Canada 
K ;Crude and raw and free, they may have been, but set the cause of 
* weak before them, or give them work of succor or rescue, and see what 
^arxoedl 


1* was true that the harvesters of wealth had gone, and that there remain 
- s r w-T.er and children of prospectors, yet God knows these women are 
w aethers to the breed of men who are out in the new fields, ever seeking. 

• • • » ** 

And we wen* to search for a lost one. And he could not be found and we 

$er the bers of a doren nationalities to find him. 

tod at nigh* *hey returned saying they had found his abode, and thither 
*—• and * nd hi* faithful woman, surrounded by children and grand- 

* :•« n a rude shack, the floors of which were worn by the feet of three 
«:e ng f--*' bi until the pine knot! protruded. What a shack outside. 

w *ta! a borne within? 

“'■e'f d d h ■ ess abide the happiness of simple Northern folk, and even 

* i r-'was content and eave us food and drmk. and the sweet. 

' 1 * ^ -d about ns and asked us if we had seen their daddy ’way 

? * p *' : ‘—and the younger wives spoke of new strikes, ind how 

* »«s s»a<l^ f-boss foe Lake Shore, and Eddie was flying a plane up 

r—-- l we were in a Northern mansion. 


- crow may hare flown away with the glittering object, it 
• gh assays oi Northern pioneering character, which after 
real oi all 


we S‘1 S wiU p * y C* nad * in Platinum some day”, said Great Heart, aa 

_:_ c ° i , * to * ee . ° ld C1 J? and talk about the sure-enough sdver boom that's 

coming between the ‘‘best old town” and South Lorrain. 

, Cobalt had a soul, which no strictly company town can ever know, and that 
soui goes marching on It was in these strange bullrushes that Canada bred 
ner Younger Sons of Mining. 

So that is why we print this month Yvonne McKague's wonderful study of 
me portal place to Canada's mineral wonderland, where they built their houses 
on rocks to establish a foundation that stands against the winds of adversity. 


"THE COBALT SONG" 

By L. F. STEEMAN 

You may talk about your cities and all the towns you know, 
with trolley cars and pavements hard and theatres where you go. 
You can have your little auto and carriages so fine ,— 

But it s hob-nail boots and a flannel shirt in Cobalt town for mine . 

Old Porcupine is a muskeg, Elk Lake a fire trap, 

Neiv Liskeard’s just a country town and Haileybury's off the map; 
iou can buy the whole of Latchford for a nickle or a dime ,— 

But it’s hob-nail boots and a flannel shirt in Cobalt town for mine. 

Elk Lake was only a bubble , Gowganda had a few. 

Old Larder Lake was just a fake, Lorrain was a whisper, too , 
Swastika is a rockpile, hot air is Porcupine ,— 

But it’s hob-nail boots and a flannel shirt in Cobalt town for mine. 

We’ve got the only Frenchtoum, there’s blind pigs everywhere. 

Old Cobalt Lake’s a dirty place, there’s mud all over the square, 

n e’ve got the damdest railroad that never runs on time, _ 

But it’s hob-nail boots and a flannel shirt in Cobalt town for mine. 

We’ve bet our dough on hockey and swore till the air was blue. 

The Cobalt stocks have emptied our socks with the dividends cut in 
two, 

They don’t get any of our money in darned old Porcupine, _ 

But it’s hob-nail boots and a flannel shirt in Cobalt town for mine. 

CHORUS : 

For we’ll sing a little song of Cobalt, 

If you don't live there it’s your fault! 

Oh, you Cobalt, where the big gin rickits flow! 

Where all the silver comes from. 

And you live a lift and tht'n some! 

Oh, you Cobalt, you’re the best old town / know! 

Note One night in the Cobalt Mess. Jack Leckie. Joe McKav. Cliff Moore and 
• couple of friends felt like singing and out of their nnpron*»f snt c*roe the 
chorus of 'The Cobalt Song . Then “Steen” wrote the verses ; 
ballad c.vaght on everywhere 
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ART SHOWS THE WAY 

By FRED B. HOUSSER. Author of "A c«n«di«n Art Movemtnt, 



One of the most untrue and harm¬ 
hatching ideas ever imported into Can¬ 
ada from across the seas and too tend¬ 
erly nursed in colleges and art schools 
is that art—particularly the art of 
painting—is a frill and a furbelow of 
parlors, art galleries, and rich men who 
collect pictures as kids collect stamps 

Along with it was imported another 
erroneous idea that artists—particul¬ 
arly painters—are long haired she-men, 
out of step with the rest of mankind, 
who talk in a high brow vein of “awt 
and beauty” and who haven’t enough 
practical common sense to earn them¬ 
selves an honest dollar by doing some¬ 
thing useful. Some of them may have 
long hair: so have some prospectors, 
but no one ever accused the latter of 
being effeminate. 

It is high time that these notions 
were put where they belong which is 
in the waste basket. We are glad to be 
able to say that in Canada at least they 
are rapidly finding their own level. 
This is one of the reasons why I have 
been asked by the editor of “Gold to 
write an article about a northern art 
movement that has meant a great deal 
to Canada. “Gold” describes itself as 
a magazine of adventure, biography 
and finance. I am going to forget about 
finance and concentrate a little on ad¬ 
venture and biography. 

The Country Wakes Up 

Today it is being admitted on every 
side that the north country, especially 
that part of it which lies on the great 
pre-Cambrian shield, is the hope of 
Canada. Dr. Corless and a few others 
have been preaching this for years, but 
it is only since the depression hit us 
that the country as a whole has come 
to see it 

Of course being above all a practi- 
cally-minded people, when we speak of 
the north as the hope of the country 
we mean just one thing—the economic 
hope. It is interesting to recall that 
years before the war a group of Cana¬ 
dian painters discovered and decided 
that the north was likewise the coun¬ 
try’s greatest hope from an art stand- 
po nt because there there is a spirit 
that is tvpically Canadian. On this idea 
a Canadian art movement was built 
which has made itself and the northland 
famous in Canada, United States. Eng¬ 
land and Europe. 
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fell in love with the country. They 
went up north in the fall when the 
color was at its juiciest and m the win¬ 
ter when the snow was at its whitest, 
and they tried to express through 
paint what they saw and felt about 
northern landscape. They were pros¬ 
pectors of the spirit, hunting for spir¬ 
itual gold. 

Was This of No Importance? 

When these artists came back home 
and hung their pictures on the walls 
of the art gallery the colors were so 
bright and the landscapes so different 
from anything ever before seen in a 
Canadian picture exhibition that the 
critics and the public said they were 
crazy. Why, it was asked by one news¬ 
paper critic, did these men want to 
paint and show the world a part of 
Canada which was of no economic im¬ 
portance? If these pictures were shown 


that has been done. 

Fortunately the painters d dn t lister 
to Mr. Critic. In the years since then 
these painters as a group have pamted 
Canada from Labrador to British Col 
umbia and right up to Great Slave 
Lake. Two of them have painted tne 
coast of Greenland and Baffin Island 
and Chesterfield Inlet. 

The movement which has arisen from 
the work of these painters has spread 
across Canada. The original group of 
only seven members has now grown to 
a group of twenty-e ght, officially 
known as the Canadian Group of Paint¬ 
ers. An exhibition of their pictures was 
on the walls of the Toronto Art Gal¬ 
lery all through the month of Novem¬ 
ber. There were paintings made in 
Gaspe. northeastern Quebec, Cobalt, 
the Rocky Mountains and the west 
coast. Two or three years ago three or 
four of the new group spent a month 
around Cobalt sketching the mining 
shafts and the mills. This autumn one 
was up in the Sudbury country living 
with a prospector and getting the feel 
of the landscape. Others were up in 
the Cloche hills north of Manitoulin 
Island and others in Haliburton coun¬ 
try on the granite ridges southeast of 



For the Joy of Creating 

The fundamental idea back of the 
movement is to create an art with a 
Canadian spirit. Here is at least one 
group of people in the country banded 
together for non-commercial ends. 
These painters are trying to arouse in 
the Canadian people a love for their 
own country irrespective of what one 
can get out of it. Their primary reason 
for working is not to sell their pic¬ 
tures, but for the pleasure and joy that 
comes to them. Many of them have not 
had any art training. They are work 
tng as amateurs 

We hear much talk these days about 
the problem of leisure. President Roose¬ 
velt has a committee studying it t» 
the United States. An association was 
recently formed m Toronto to discuss 
the problem as we have it ra Canada 
** * result of unemployment 

Art and the activities that surround 
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